* The Tartar Invasion *
which is so cruel, so unnecessary, that, if you do it, y
will prevent yourself from being born a man again, a
rightly so, for you would have become unfit to b<
man. Why heap despair on despair? Why go down t
river not only disgraced in this life but doomed J
ages to a lower existence? By drowning the slave ^
men you commit a suicide worse than killing yc
body, a suicide that perhaps for ever will prevent y
from having a man's body again/

'Master,3 replied Narathihapate, who had fallen
his knees, 'what then should I do with the sla^
women?'

'They can be distributed among the pagodas/
That was the Chaplain's last public act in Pagan,
dusk the flotilla weighed anchor. He watched it roiu^
Lokananda point, the great barges, Thonlupuzaw and
Nawarat, in front. No expression of any kind passed
over his aged face as he saw it go. Only a rash man
would have dared to guess his thoughts, but he gave
some clue to them, for as he turned away one of the
novices heard him utter a quotation from the classical
books: cNot even the universal monarch, King Man-
dhata, sovereign ruler of the four great Islands and two
thousand lesser isles surrounding them, and of the two
limbos of the world of spirits, was free from rise and
fall, separations and the breach of death/

Striding from the bank, he began the walk home to
his monastery. To reach it he chose to pass through the
city. The gateway was no longer guarded, and within
the walls he saw the result of the court's flight* A great
part of the population had deserted their homes to seek
safety in distant villages. Bands of marauders were par-
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